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I he Forc d Marriage. 
Or, Unfortunate Celia. 
when O'd Fools do a Hobixg go to thiſe 
io are Toung- girls, they Court their cruel foes, 
The Old ma ſees he can't prevail with toxg uc, 
But finds t at young ones, love to ſport with young : 
He to the Virgins Parents makes redreſs, 
Arid doth the u. nber of his Bags expreſs 
which takes away ber Fathers heart by ftealth a 
He meds her not to him, but to his Wealth. 
VVbich being done, ſhe loaths bis weak embraces, 
And throws her ſelf on Ruinous Diſgraces. 
Tune, Since Celta's my Foe. 


* O what great diſtreſs 
A Mithout hopes of redzeſg 
J am bought 
without Thought 
ok a better ſucceſs, 
Pooz Celia's undone, 
And all joys from her gone, 
By her Pate 
came ill fate, 
which pooꝛ ſhe could not hun. 
My Parents unkind, 
And with wealth to much blind 
Made me marry, 
and milcar rx, 
againlt my own mind. 
Jlov'd one beloze, 
Vut ch y thought bim too pe, 
They toꝛc'd me, 
and divoꝛc d me 
tes a ſteing him mot. 


J have now got a man 
A muft love if 3 can, 
But J fear 
my firſt dear, 

J muſt love now and than. 
If I chance to tranlgrels, 
As A ſhall you may gueſs, 

ou may ſhame me, 

not blame me, 

fo2 not loving him leſs. 
By Husband'g a Soft, 
Defozm'd, and what not, 

All Day | 

Hes at play, 
with his Noſe o'ze a Pot. 
2 3 * home, 

e a p90? filly Pome, 
Still crying, * 
and dying, 


ti im deareſt doch come. 
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and dying, 
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W Pen my kumbler s in bed, Ir my father do chide, 
E has laid down his head, And his kindneſſes hide, 
De lies No anger 
with clos'd eyes, no2 danger 
julf though he was dead, my love ſhall divide. 
Why ould he repine, My mother does know, 
Jf A ſpend ſtoze of coyn, J have okt told her ſo, 
to affi(t The old lot 
whom J lift, | J lov'd not 
in my plealures to joyn. when he firft came to wooe, 
Py friends are all mad, Tis a thouſand to one 
If at this they grow lad, That befo2e J have done, 
Whp did {le deceive him, 
they fo2bid, and leave him, 
him that J would have had, to himſelf all alone. 
"Tis a dangerous diſeaſe, Ile venture the kame, 
A Poung woman to viſpleale, Olk a ſcandalous name, 
Jll matching Beloze 
is tatching, le give o'ze, 
and is ſel dom at eaſe. ts love one of the game. 
J care not who knows, _. Ile be happy and pod, 
Be they friends oz falſe foes, Mith the man J adoze, 
i'le Delight, Since fate - : 
day and night, makes me hate, 
in ſpight of their ole. the old Fop that hath ſto e. 


My firſt Love has my heart, 


And from him i'le ne'r ſtart, 


though i'm wed, 
Pet in bed, 
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| heſballgave..the betpart... 


was the ignozant curſe, 
Ok fo2 better, foz wozle, 
Did me tye, - 
till die, 


to he true to his purſe... | 


Ile venture my lot, 
And get free from my Sot,. 

Young blood 

does me good, 

now my ſpirits are hot. 
Let Parents conclude, 
FJ behave my ſelf rude, 

Their will 

fo fulfil, 

did myreaſon delude. 
Let each pꝛitty Maid, 
M ho hath heard what i've lad, 

take care 

and beware, 

leff by fozce ſhe's betraid. 
Let Parents pꝛovide, 
oz each daughter a Bzide, 

That nothing 

Ok loathing, 
their loves map dibide. 
FINIS. 
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